GENEVA

dow presenting his left profile to anyone entering from the
door', which is in the middle of the wall between them. A
suite of half a dozen chairs is ranged round the walls^
except one^ which stands near the writing table for the
convenience of people interviewing the secretary.

He is a disillusioned official with a habit of dogged
patience acquired in the course of interviews with distin-
guished statesmen of different nations^ all in a condition of
invincible ignorance as to the spirit of Geneva and the
constitution of the League of Nations^ and each with a
national axe to grind. On this occasion he is rather excep-
tionally careworn. One pities him^ as he is of a refined
type^ and) one guesses^ began as a Genevan idealist. Age
fifty or thereabouts.

There is a telephone on the table which he is at present
using.

THE SECRETARY. Yes: send her up instantly. Re-
mind me of her name. What?! . . . Ammonia? Non-
sense! that cant be her name. Spell it... V E? ...
Oh, E E. Do you mean to say that her name is Be-
gonia? Begonia Brown? . , . Farcical.

He replaces the receiver as Begonia enters. She is the
Intellectual Co-operation typist. She is in walking dress,
cheap) but very smart.

THE SECRETARY. Miss Brown?

BEGONIA [with her best smile'] Yes.

THE SECRETARY.    Sit down.

BEGONIA [complying] Kew [short for Thank you].
THE SECRETARY [gravely] You have heard the news,
no doubt?

BEGONIA.   Oh yes.   Jack Palamedes has won the
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